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A TRUE STORY FOR SAM, FROM HIS GRANDMA HELEN HARTOCH 

S)eax Sam , 

Your Grandpa wrote you a nice story, so I will try to do that too. 

I was also born in the European country of Germany, on July 3, 1930, in a 
wonderful old medieval city called Nuremberg, which had a large castle 
on top of a big hill. 


United States Holocaust Memorial 
Museum Library 


Here's a picture of me in Germany, with my mother and my sister, Lorle. I also 
love this photograph of my parents on their honeymoon: 



We lived with my Mom and Dad in a beautiful house made of stone. We had a good 
life, until the 9th of November 1938 (which became known as Kristallnacht, the Night of 
Broken Glass) when our house was partly destroyed by 
gangs of Nazi storm troopers, under the direction of Germany’s 
leader Adolph Hitler. (Your Grandpa Ken described this same day 
in his letter to you, but he was 250 miles northwest - a young boy ^ 
living in a different German city, Cologne - it would be 17 more 
years before we would meet for the first time, in a faraway place!) 

My parents realized it was too dangerous for Jews to 
stay in Nuremberg, or anywhere in Germany. They made the 
very difficult decision to send my sister Lorle and me on a 
train and then a boat to England in Spring 1939, where we 
would be safe. We were lucky to be a part of the 
“Kindertransport", a rescue mission that found temporary homes for Jewish children having 
to leave that part of Europe. These families were most generous and kind-hearted to take in 
little refugee children! (1 0,000 of us were saved in this way!) I was 8 years old. My parents 
intended to follow as soon as they too received permission to live in England. But then a bad 
thing happened: War broke out on September 1, 1939! This was World War Two! (The 
first World War ended over 20 years earlier.) 



Since I mentioned World War One, here’s a picture from almost 1 00 years 
ago - of my father - Ludwig (your Great-Grandpa) and his two brothers when they were 
young soldiers. Believe it or not, in that earlier war, they were fighting FOR Germany! 



So - back to my childhood - my parents were not able to come to England, because 
of the outbreak of World War Two. After tremendous effort, they received the news that so 
many others wanted too — news that saved their lives. They received permission to come 
to the United States of America! Without a country to take them in, my parents might have 
perished with millions of other people, in what became known as "The Holocaust”. 

[James N. Rosenberg, a distant cousin of my mother and 
an attorney, sponsored the Affidavit that enabled my parents to 
come to the U.S.A. In his retirement, he became a prominent 
artist. As a wedding gift, he gave us this beautiful 1956 original 
and his “Book of 50 Lithographs” that are in museums worldwide. ] 

Air travel was not yet available for regular civilians in 
1940. Your Great-Grandparents wanted to take a boat West 
across the Atlantic Ocean to America but, because of the war, 
passenger ship crossings had stopped. (Lots of bombings! 

Extremely dangerous!) What would they do? To get to America, instead of going West, 
your Great-Grandparents would have to travel East (through Russia and Siberia and across 
all of Asia!) This was unheard of! It would be about FIFTEEN THOUSAND (15,000) MILES 
to reach New Jersey going this way! through unknown lands and desolate territories!!! 





Sure enough, my Mom and Dad (Betty and Ludwi gGundelfi nger)and my Grandpa 
Willy Wolff (your Great-Great-Grandpa, who had a big toy factory in Germany) headed the Iona way — 
East! In October 1940! Almost all the way around the whole globe!! First, they bought the 
most expensive tickets possible - soon you will hear why this was so ingenious! Then they went to 

Berlin, Germany to take "The Trans-Siberian Express". This 
train traveled East through Lithuania to Moscow then through 
all of Russia, the largest country in the world, which extends 
from Europe over the Ural Mountains, into Asia. While traveling 
across Siberia, they took more than a whole night to pass by 
Lake Baikal, the deepest (and largest, by volume) freshwater 
lake in the world, then on through Manchuria all the way to 
Harbin, China, and then to Korea where they boarded a small ship to Japan. There they 
exchanged their to p-of-th e-line first class boat tickets for the cheapest available - receiving 
the difference in cash to start their new lives — a super smart technique to get some of their 
money out of Germany! From Japan, they crossed the Pacific Ocean on a big ship to 
Honolulu, Hawaii. My Mom earned her very first U S. dollars taking care of children 
onboard. [Sam, luckily this was one year before Honolulu’s Pearl Harbor was attacked 
by Japan. Most older Americans remember exactly where they were on “Pearl Harbor 
Day ” (December 7, 1941) - the day that bombing brought the U.S.A. into World War Two! ] 
From Hawaii, your Great-Grandparents sailed all the way to San Francisco, California! Imagine how 
absolutely thrilling it was for them to seethe Golden Gate Bridge!^ 

They then embarked on the last leg of their travels -- a 3000-mile 
train trip across the entire United States of America! Finally, 
they arrived in Newark, New Jersey! [That was as close as they 
could get to my sister and me and my Uncle David was already there!]. 

Someday, Sam, you can read your Great-Grandma's letter describing this six-week life-changing journey or “exodus" from Germany 


- ~ v 





Sam, can you follow my parents’ trip on this map, or on the globe that Grandpa and I gave you? 


My parents were lucky to arrive in good health, and were very happy to be in this 
great country but they m is sed their daughters $2 MUCH! 



Your Great-Grandpa Ludwig and your Great-Grandma Betty were enormously proud 
to become American citizens -they always talked about how this is the greatest country in 
the world, and I believe that too. 

Do you know what they did soon after they arrived? Your Great- 
Grandpa jokingly said “they chopped off the finger!" What could he 
k possibly have been talking about??? Just like many people who 

came to this country, they wanted their name to sound more 
\ American, so they "chopped off the finger" and turned 

“Gundelfinger” into “Gundell” ! 




DAVID & LUDWIG GUNDFLL 
About 1950 


Since they had to rush out of Germany to save their lives, they, sadly, had to leave 
everything behind — not only their house, their friends, their garden and their work - but 
also their furniture, automobile, clothing, books, artwork -- even all the money in their bank 
accounts! So - in America - my father immediately started a business with his brother David, 
making burlap bags, to get their new life started. 





My mom helped them in the office, and she also wrote letters 
to Eleanor Roosevelt, the wife of Franklin Delano Roosevelt, 
the 32 nd President of the United States, trying to get her 
daughters back from England. (Here’s a photo of President 
Roosevelt and his wife - people called him “F.D.R.”) 



Lorle stayed with Mr. and Mrs. Ben Rose; 
Lorle and I are still friends with their 
daughter, Jackie Hyer. We called Mr. Rose 
Uncle Ben. Still today, your Auntie Janice thinks 
of him whenever another Ben is mentioned - 
London’s famous clock tower named “Big Ben”. 


NAN, JENNIFER LEEK. HELEN 


MRS. LEEK & HELEN 1943 


But, because of the War, my sister and I could not yet come to the United States. 
None of us had any idea how long the war would last or how much longer we would have to 
stay in England (and Wales). Sam, how long would you guess? 

We mostly lived with two Jewish families who were very kind and took good care of us. 
What a mitzvah, taking in these little children who spoke a foreign language! (Some people still 
today say I have a little bit of an English accent, such as when I say “half and half’, because of where I learned English!) 
The families were Mr. and Mrs. Leek, whose daughter, Barbara Michaels, is still my friend. 


Barbara and her family were 
honored this year by His Royal 
Highness, Prince Charles'. 


Sam, can you find me? 
Three times? 


I remember one night, my sister Lorle (who was older than me) was coming home 
from her job and the fog was as thick as pea soup (that was when houses in London 
England were heated by coal which caused lots of thick smoke when it hit London's moist 
air). We went out of our house calling "LORLE, LORLE", hoping that she would hear us, 
and find us again. Luckily, she did! 



Phew! It's a good thing we found 
one another! 

Lorle is your Great-Aunt... 


... and the Grandmother of your cousins in Massachusetts 
Daniel, Amy, David and Zach! ( and others too!) 


In September 1 940 (while my parents were still trying to get out of Germany!), Germany began 
"The Battle of Britain", also known as “The Blitz” (Lightning Warfare), with daily bombings 
of London, England and other British (English) cities, destroying buildings, setting big fires, 
using the German MESSERSCHMIDTS 



CeKHfaJ rfESSettscit*'* 1 



I remember there was a BLACKOUT in London every night, so that it would be more 
difficult for the German bombers to find our city, but we could hear the bombing! 
Sometimes we had to go to a bomb shelter! Sam, can you imagine how scary that was? 



During The Blitz, our host families moved out to the countryside to be safer. I went to 
Shrewsbury and later to Wales. 






Never 


Never * 

NEVER 


GIVE UP 


It's important to realize that a nearby country, Holland, could not 
resist the German/Nazi invasion. Another German Jewish girl - 
named Anne Frank (just one year older than me) - was hiding 
in an attieforyears, thanks to some wonderful and brave Dutch 
people. You might visit the Ame Frank house when you go to 
Amsterdam, Holland this summer. Itis extremely sad that her 
story does not have a happy ending. 


The Royal Air Force defended us with their SPITFIRE fighter planes. 


Meanwhile, England’s Prime Minister Winston Churchill helped the people during 
this difficult time with inspiring speeches saying that England will triumph over Germany’s 
aggression. 


Luckily England won this battle, and the air attacks in London stopped in May 1941 . 
However, World War Two lasted for another four long years! 


Sam, do you know why Winston Churchill 
liked to make a “V” with his fingers?? 




After Lorle and I were in England for - did you guess how long? - four and a half years!!!, 
we got wonderful news: We would be able to sail on a ship to AMERICA! My parents in 
New Jersey received this telegram from Mrs. Rose: 
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It was almost in code so that German spies wouldn't learn there was a convoy of 
ships getting ready to cross the Atlantic Ocean! 





The ship was a small freighter (the S.S. UMGENI). It traveled in a convoy with about 
50 other ships. Atlantic Ocean crossings in a convoy would take about 3 weeks. There were 
only 12 passengers! We were guarded by warships! to protect us from German submarines! 

[Sam, can you go back to the world map on Page 4 and point out my route from England to America? 
How did it compare to your Great-Grandparents’ six-week journey?] 


You can imagine how absolutely excited your Great-Grandma and Great-Grandpa 
were as they awaited our arrival... but they were extremely frightened too — everyday there 
was more terrible news about war and bombings! It was extremely dangerous. 

But we were the lucky ones! We arrived safely in Hoboken, New Jersey -- on 
October 10, 1943 ~ and that day became "Children’s Day" for our family. 

(Your Great-Grandma would say, “this great country has Mother's Day and Father's Day, but no Children's Day. 
I'm going to call this day “Children's Day" in celebration of finally getting our daughters back.”) 

I was 1 3 years old. I remember seeing my mother for the first time after all those 
years. 1 saw a lady with a big hat. 1 was relieved that she, too, had learned to speak English. 
Sam, I bet you’ll enjoy this next story that made your Dad and Auntie Janice giggle 
when they heard it from your Great-Grandma and Great-Grandpa, many years later. 

It's an insiders' glimpse at the very first “Children's Day". 

For the weeks after receiving the Telegram, when there was daily news about 
the war and bombings, your Great-Grandma and Great-Grandpa were so nervous and 
excited that they kept having to run into the bathroom! 

One day, your Great-Grandma ran to the bathroom door in their apartment in 
Newark, New Jersey and knocked excitedly and said: 

"Ludwig! Ludwig! The girls are here! The girls are here!" 

Your Great-Grandpa called out from behind the door: "I don't believe you, Betty I - 
you just want to get into the bathroom. r 

But, sure enough, it was true. A momentous event was happening. Your 
Great-Grandmother had indeed received the long-awaited phonecall. 

The girls had arrived ! 





I went to High School in Newark, and became friendly with several American girls. 
After graduating from High School, I attended Newark State Teacher's College, to become 
a teacher, and later I went to Kean College to earn my Masters Degree in Special Education. 
I also loved to go dancing and to the Opera. In the summertime, I was a nature counselor 
(as you know, I still love to garden, hike and bird watch!) 

After graduating, four of my girlfriends and I decided to 
see the United States by taking a Greyhound bus across the 
U.S.A. I did most of the planning. We first went south to 
Atlanta, Georgia, then to New Orleans, 

Louisiana, then through Texas and then 
further west, to Hollywood, California - 
and saw some movie stars! 

On our return trip we stopped at some big National Parks, and 
then went to Chicago where we visited my Uncle Max (your Great-Grandpa’s 
other Brother) and his wife Alvine. They treated us wonderfully! 



All three brothers from that World War One photograph on Page 3 are shown here in 
America with their wives (and a friend named Liesei Rotterstein). Sam, can you find your 
Great-Grandma and Great-Grandpa and figure out who’s who in both pictures? 

Hint: on the right are your Great-Great-Uncle David (with whom I loved to garden) 
and his wife, my Aunt Trudy (originally from Vienna; she made us laugh with the 
best jokes and later she also had an adorable Terrier named Rusty). I loved them all! 


A couple of years later, on July 1 0, 1 955, 1 went on an outing with the 
"New World Club". That was a club where mostly young people of European Jewish 
background met for skiing and other fun activities. We went to a beautiful beach on 
Fire Island, New York. There I met a nice young man named Ken Hartoch, who recently 
returned from a two year working experience in Japan. I loved hearing about his adventures. 


Ken took a photo of both of us, and here it is! With the click of that camera, my life 
changed forever! (Clever fellow he used the excuse of mailing the photograph to get my address!) 



We had a fun year of dating - your Grandpa is an excellent dancer! By the time he 
took an interest in the grasshoppers I showed him during a spring picnic, I realized I was in 
love! Soon, he hid a diamond engagement ring in my salad (your Great-Grandparents were 
in on the secret), and then your Grandpa and I were married on July 22, 1956. We had a 
beautiful wedding at the Essex House Hotel (Newark) and then honeymooned in Miami 
Beach and Cuba! 



Fifty years after that 

on out 

"Golden Anniversary " 

what do you think 
we did ? 

We went to the 

same beach on Fire Island, 
with yout Dad and Mom 
and Aunt Janice and hei husband and 

took another photo at the exact same place as 51 years earlier ! 
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After we got married, we found an apartment 
on Bennett Avenue in New York City (Manhattan), 
not far from the George Washington Bridge and 
across the street from Fort Tryon Park which has 
The Cloisters that you visited, and the views of 
the majestic Palisades preserved forever by 
Rockefeller’s generosity and vision. 

Our first baby was a boy we named Richard 
Stephen (or Ricky or Rick) and 2-1/2 years later, 
your Aunt Janice (Janice Lynn) was born. 


P 
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RICKY & JANICE HARTOCH 
LAKE HOPATCONG - 1960 


Here they are with their 
VERY happy grandparents 
(Grandpa’s parents on the 
left and mine on the right): 


ANNA & JOSEPH HARTOCH 
JANICE & RICKY - I960 


LUDWIG & BETTY GUNDELL 
RICKY & JANICE. 

LAKE HOPATCONG - 1961 




They both started school in New York City, but we soon moved to Teaneck, New Jersey, 
which had an excellent school system. You know the house on Stelton Street where your 
dad and Aunt Janice grew up, and where we still live half of the year. 




These years included lots of world travels, 
Your Grandpa and I flew to Europe every 
year as part of his international career with 
J. Gerber and Bekaert, selling steel wire to 
many big companies that made all sorts of 
things -- fencing, spiral notebooks, wire 
staples, even telephone cables 
under the ocean that sharks 
can't bite through! Afterthe 
week of business in Belgium, we 
took vacations somewhere r ’ Hi 

different each year — France, Spain, Italy, 
Norway, Denmark, Israel, Turkey, Greece, 
Switzerland, England, Scotland, Ireland, 
Holland, Germany, Czechoslovakia, Austria 
and Hungary! And later, more places! 

These were also the years that included our cat Pretzels and our dog Ginger. Your Dad 
and Auntie Janice also had birds, chameleons, gerbils, snakes, 
salamanders, turtles and fish! 

We also all enjoyed lots of hiking and skiing and ice- 
skating, as well as the "Club Picnics" where your Great-Grandpa 
would surprise all the friends and cousins with big german 
pretzels and would take us all fishing. 








When College time came, Rick went to Rutgers University in New Jersey, and later to 
Washington University in St. Louis, to become a doctor. After practicing medicine at a 
Navajo Reservation, he volunteered around the world to help the people of war-torn areas 
such as Kosovo during the Bosnian War, and countries that were devastated by natural 
disasters such as Mozambique after heavy floods and El Salvador after an earthquake. 

After several years he happily settled into Oregon Health Sciences University in 
Portland, Oregon, which is where he met your mom, Catherine Saunders. Then, you know 
what happened on October 20, 2007: our grandson Samuel Alexander was born! I got on 
an airplane and immediately flew back to Portland - even though we were all just there 
celebrating your Grandfather's 80 th birthday - only four days before you were born!!! I love 
these very early photographs of us together, Sam, and a beautiful one of you and your mom: 
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Our daughter Janice -- your Auntie -- attended Brandeis University in Massachusetts, 

studying Art History and Economics, and she also studied 
in London, England. After college she worked at the Dana 
Foundation in New York City, where she helped people by 
awarding grants to Education, Health and the Arts. Later, 
with the Central Park Conservancy, she raised funds to 
beautify Central Park (designed by Frederick Law Olmsted) 
and add music and environmental programs so that everyone can enjoy it again. 
(Central Park had become so run-down before your Auntie got there! Covered with graffiti!) 



One day her life (and then, ours) changed dramatically! She met Lawrence David Gross 
(Larry), who lived 3,000 miles away — in Santa Barbara, California! They 
decided to get married and live in Santa Barbara. First Janice worked at the 
Santa Barbara Botanic Garden (remember walking there together?), and then 
joined - you know where! - the University of California, Santa Barbara - 
where she is Senior Director of Development, Foundation Relations. (That’s 




where we visit the sea stars, urchins, crabs, sharks and octopus, Sam, 
and where we went to that exciting Women’s Volleyball Game at the 
Thunderdome - Go G uchos And it’s 
where you saw the Peake-Picasso exhibition! 

Sadly, Larry died. 


Later, Janice met your Uncle Bruce (Taylor) 
After a decade, Janice and Bruce decided 
to just remain lifelong friends rather 
than be husband and wife forever. This 
gives Janice more time to visit you and join 
all of us for travels, so we're enjoying that! 


(Here's a nice group photo your Mom took in Santa Barbara) 


We love the weather and the people of 
Santa Barbara, so we bought our own Condo 
on Miradero Drive. (You know the swimming 
pool and the garage with your yellow bike!) 




I'm so glad I get to see you often, Sam — sometimes in orti.md, Oreg , 
sometimes in Teaneck, New Jersey and other times in Santa Barbara, California - and 

soon - in June - we'll all sail on the Atlantic Ocean 
together on the QUEEN MARY 2, and I can show 

you the countries where I lived as a child. I am looking 
forward to it! 


QUEEN MARY 2 


19 




With “oodles” of Cove piom you* fyuwdnui! 





£ 

( ... and me ail Caae you tea! ) 


Feb. 2010 






